A pleaſant Song made by a Souldier, whoſe bringing up had been dainty : and part» 
by thoſe affectians of his uabridled youth, is now beaten with his own rod; 
and therefore termeth this his Repentance, or, the fall of Folly, 


To an excellent tune, called, Caline, 
- « She ſet mp fet upon her knee, 


And bleft my tender age with ſtoꝛe, 
| But tu the end ſhe did agree - 
: to mer what ſhe had made befoze. 
I could no ſoner crep alone: 
But ſhe fo2ſok her foſtered child, 
J had no lands to live upon, 2 
But trac'd abꝛoad the woꝛld ſo wilde. 
At length I fell in company ; 
With gallant Pouths of Mars his train, 
I ſpent mp life in jeopardy, 
and got my labour foz my pain: 
I watched on the ſteged walls 
In thunder, lightning, rain and ſnow, 
And oft being ſhot with powv2ed Balls, 
whole coſtly marks are pet to ſhow. 
b When all my kindꝛed tok their reſt 
; At home in many a ſtately Bed, 
: I The ground and pavement was my neſt, 
— 2 
5 _—_— as luch As 4 co get, 
— — on Df Rats and Herbs of ſundzy ſo2ts, 
Increaſing of the cherfull dayes, —_ content my hungrp mind, 
and cutting of the darklome nights: ugh my commons were but ſhozt, 
When Nature bought fo2th every thing, Py powder ſerv d to ſalt my meat, 
By juſt return of Apꝛil ſhowers, Py Purrion foz a gilded Cup, 
To make the pleaſant B2anches ſpzing Whereas ſuch d2ink as J could get, 
with ſundzp ſozts of herbs and flowers, In Spꝛing 02 Ditch J dꝛanꝭ it up: 
It was my chance to walk ab2oad, Py Rapier alwayes by my ſive, 
To view Dame Naturesnew come bꝛod, f Piece lay charg o with match t light, 
The pꝛetty Birds did lay on load Thus many a month J did abive 
with lugred tunes in every wod: to ward all dap and watch by nigbt. 
The gallant Nightingale did ſet I liven in this gloꝛious vain, 
Her ſpeckled bzeaft againſt a Bꝛper, Untili my limbs grew ſtiffe and lame, 
Whoſe mournfull tunes bewail (as pet) Aud thus J got me home again, 
her b2zother Tereus falſe deſire. Wn. —— wy fame : 
The Serpents having caſt their coats, came dome A mane a pzof 
Lp liftning how the Birds did ſing, What friends would do if nerd ſhould be, 
The pꝛetty Birds with ſugred notes, Py neareſt kinsfolks lokt alof, 
did wel-ome in the pleaſant Spzing; as though they hav le2gotten me. 
A dꝛew me to the Green-wo ſive, And as the Owl by chattering charms 
To hear this Countrey harmony, Js wondꝛed at of other Birds, 
; Whereas er e long J hay eſpy d Do they came wond2ing at my harms, 
a wokul man in miſery, — —.— no relief but woꝛds: 
He lay along upon the ground don want while they have tobe, 
And to the Bearens he caſt his eye, That am their equall every wap, 
The bozvering Hills and Dales reſouny 99u9d foztune lent them ſomwhat moze, 
the eccho's of his piteous cry: elſe had bern as god as they, 
Me wailing ſo2e, and ſighing ſaid, Come gentle Death and end my grief, 
Oh Heavens what envlefe grief have J Ye pꝛetty Birds ring fozth my knen, 
Ah are my ſozrows thus delato - Let Robin red⸗bꝛeaſt be the chicf 
come therstoꝛe death and let me die. —*³ðe - 
When Nature firſt no god Douldier 
— — —— my frame, To fight in Field with courage bold, 
Steps Fotune in thet fickle Dawe, Pet mark the woꝛds that J have ſatd, 
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The dolefull Dance and Song of Derth ; Intituled, 
Dance after my Pipe. Es 


Toa'pleaſant new tune. 


LOT 3 


— — — yur ſelves no creature can 
ae veath affraiv of any man, 


i D2 know my coming Where oz when, 


Where be they p make their leaſes ſfrong, 
and joyn about them land to land - 
¶ Do you make account to live ſo long, 
y to have the woꝛld come to your hand - 
No fwoliſh nowle, foꝛ all thy pence, 
Full ſon thy ſoul muſt needs go hence, 
| Zhen who ſhall topl foz thy defence - 


And yon that lean on pour Ladies Laps, 
and lay pour heads upon their knee, 
| Think you foꝛ to play with Beautis paps, 
aud not to come and dante with me - 


No, fair Lotos and Ladies all, 
An vou dance the ſhaking of the Sheets, 3 will make you come when J do call, 
a Dance that every one muſtvo» Any finde you a Pipe to dance withall, 
Can pou trim it up with dainty ſwets, 
and every thing that longs thereto - And vou that are buũe· headed fols, 
Pake ready then pour winding ſhet, to bzabble foz a pelting raw, 
And ſ& how yee can deſttt your feet, | Know you not that J have reavy twls 
' Foz Death is the man that all muſt met. to cut pou from pour crafty Law : 
Aud you that falſely bup and ſell, 
Bing away the Begger and the King, And think you make pour Parkets well, 


and every man in his degree, 
Bꝛing away the old and poungeſt thing, 
come all to Death and follow me: 


Puſt dance with death wherzſoe'r you dwel. 


ide muſt ha ve a bert, J lx, 
The Courtier with his lofty loks, * pꝛoper ly the — to dauce, 
The Lewyer with his learned Boks, Come away my wanton wench to me, 


The Banker with his baiting hoks, as gallantiy as pour eye doth glance: 


And all god fellows that flaſh and ſwaſh 
Merchants, have pou made pour Part in Jn reds and yellows of te vell daſh, 
in ily, and all about - ( trance, J warrant you need not be ſo rvſh, 
know pon not that you and 3 muſt nance, 


beth our hris apt ina clont , Foꝛ J can quickly col you all, 


UW het mean pou to make pour honſes gay, how hot o2 ſtout ſoe vet pou bee, 
AN muft take the tenant away, Both high and low both great and ſmall; 
An vic loꝛ your ſake the clods of clay - J nought do feare pour high degree: 
The Ladies faire the Beldames old, 
Tech yon on the folemns Sizes paſt, The Champion ſtout, the Souldier bold, 
„ ſugdenly in Oxtordſhire Paſt al with me to earthly mold. 


J <7 21:3 made the Judges all ageft, 
; Luftices that did appeare : 


Theretoꝛe take time while it is lent, 
Aus ton bath ! e and garam awap, 


Mꝛepate with me pour ſel ves to dance, 


And may a woꝛthy man that dy, Fo2get me not, vour lives lament, 
Ar: their bodies b2zought to clap, J come oft-times by ſudden chance : 
Be ready therefoze, watch and p2ay, 


Thi k you that J dare not come to Schols, That when my Minſtrel Pipe doth play, 
where all the cunning Clerks be moſt > You map to Heaven dante the way, 
Take I not awey both wiſe and fols - Finis, 


and am A not in every Coaft - 
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